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| EPILOGUE. Spoke by Mrs. Sanlow. 
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Commend me to the Turks for lafting Love. 
When once on Earth it never ends above. 
Baut there's one the Criticks 
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Here but One Man is 
No Slave, but bis 
Takes ber to 


Alefer of One W+ 


Sultan, theiv — 'd Lord, 
Flies for ProteBion from E 5 ym 
To diſtant Britain's Prince, who wiſe and great, 


In equal Balance, bolds Europa's Fate : 


Acomat, Ofmyn. 
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The SurLTanzss 


6 

t Seas, what Sands, what Dangers haſt 
r 
What of our Sultan — hoy t Opens 1 
2ak, tient Heart: 


0 Bbylon | 
Unſhakea yet, ſhe ſees our turban'd Hoſts 
Surround her Walls. Mean time, the Perfans arm 
From evzry Side their num'rous Bands advancing, 
Move to her Aid ; and each ſucceeding Morn, 
Gain on the Sight, and thicken to the View. 

The Sultan, wearied with a fruitleſs Si 
No more renews his vain Afaults ; v'd 
Te wait their Arms before thoſe lofty Bulwarks : 
In one decifive Hour to try his Fa 
And fix at once the Empire of tha Zaſt. | 

4. Go on, my Soldier: I am all Attention. 
Oſm. Since that, I little know. a 
Divide this City from 


ed 


Serves but to render 74 
In vain he courts his har IK : | 
Their Hearts are inacceſſible: They think, 
And think with ſecret Malice, on the 
The Saban m2:d2 to break their Gallant Troops. 
They fear him, Sir; and whom they fear, they hate, 
I know they murmer at their Niers Abſence ; 
And oftentimes o_ thoſe Days of Glory, 
When you conducted them to certain Conqueſt. 
Am. Daſt thou then think, dear bleſe d Days 
Still ſwoll their Hearts, and make them full of me? 
Think'ſt thou they ſtill will follow where I lead, 
And recognize once more their Ves Voice ? 
oe > Fortune alone will regulate their Conduct 


appy Amurat ſhould victorious, | 
Low!y they'll cringe, and bow with beſo Obedience. 
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In flothful Eaſe; even trom his Infancy 


IF nee imine 
taught him to weild t | 
21245 


ſh the firm Battalia; 
| allant Janizaries catch his — 
And turn the doubtful Battle: Big ith Glory, 
theſe Arms, 
that ſweet Joy; 


Yet baſely clos d within theſe Walls he 
The Youth a Pris'ner, and has made his Li 
'That Life on which our our Prophet's 
Our Laws, our Empire hangs, to hold its Being 
Precarious on a Woman's Will: Roxana 


 Reigns abſolutely Miſtreſs of his Fate. 
Therefore concealing my Deſigns, I wrought 
The Queen to favour Baj firſt 


I gave her Doubts, and fill'd her Mind with Fears : 
I 2w'd her Annas Return uncertain, 


The 
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Then, then his Life grew dangerous to the Sultan. 
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| | His Godlike Form, his Youth, his Manly Soul : 


figh'd and catch'd the Paſſion as I ſpoke, 

from that Moment wiſh'd to ſee her Pris'ner. 

How durſt ſhe break at once thro” all theſe 

watchful Eye obſerve this awful Palace ? 

Thou may'ft have heard perhaps a faithleſe 
Rumour. 

Ran thro' |; 

Roxana with 


The People call'd for Bajazet to Reign: 


Roxana ſaw the Prince, nor cou'd conceal 


ſon, er it 
bleſs'd Occafion, and ſecur d his Lite. X 
ings conſpir d; their Loves, their Fears, their 


join their Hearts and to units their Counſels, 

hat Does the whole Seraglio know their Loves? 
Not the moſt watchful Mute ſuſpects their Paſſion- 
fair, the ſoft Atalida receives 

* — H 4 II 4 

Virgin, to our 's Houle ally' 
i the Prince, and Nwrs'd within theſe Walls, 
Lovers to conceal tk2ir Flame, 
that Tenderneſs Roxana feels ; 
and the Sulrana Queen 
the young Princcſs to my Vows. 


How, Vizjer ! are you a then ? 

ni thou believe, dear Ofw)n at this Agp 
a vi pprenriceſhip to Love, 
Woman's Will inthral my Manhood ? 
this Heart, ſteel'd with Fatigue and Years, 
d in thirty Winters Camps, can ſtoop 
hine, and dote upon 2 Face? 
Tier ri ſes in his Views, 


Breaſt. ; 9 
the Blood 388 ſhe ſprings 3 | 
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Hopes; from thoſe old Loins may raiſe 
An Heir, to mount the Throne of AMabomer / 4 


And ſhou'd my Councils thwart his Sovereign Will, 
Or ſome untoward Humour ſtir his Choler, 


And he demand my Head I ſay no more: 

I wou'd not fail in Duty ro my Prince, 

Nor forfeit the great Truſt : hold beneath him: 

Bur if, in ſome capricicus Mood, his Power 

Commands me not to B. I boldly own, 

I am not of that ſlaviſh vulgar Make, | 

To kneel and bow my Head, and bleſs the Bowſtring. 
On. Bravely reſolv'd but wherefore wait we here? 
Acom. Behotd this Place, that private Portal opens 

On the Sultana's Bath; hither a Slave, 

. Thro' thoſe dark winding Labyrinths that we paſe'd, 

Conducted firſt my Steps: and here Roxana, 

Free from im te and buſy Spies, 

Unfolds her ſecret Soul, and hears my Thoughts 

Without Reſtraint; behold, ev'n now ſhe comes; 

Your Empreſs comes; and with her Fair Atalida, 

Her faithtul Friend. Stay Soldier, and ſupport 

My Spesch, while I relate the News you bring. 


S CE N E IL 
4 exzat, Ofmyn, Roxana, Atalida, Zatima and Zara. 


Acomat to Roxana. 

Truth does at laſt accord with publick Fame : 
Oſmyn has fezn the Sultan and his Army. 
Proud Amurat, diſſatisſy' d ↄud crual, 
Has loſt the Soldiers Hearts ; they lendly call 
For Bæjatet to Rei The Perf am Ar nics 
Are on their March, the Battles ſoon muſt join, 
Perhaps ev'n now, on Babylon's wide Plain, 
The mingling Squadrons bleed. Let us declare 
For Bajazet, and fave our finking Nation. 


The People idolize his very Name; They 


e ende 
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1 — — adeyoirs,.. 
ve inflam r y Minds wi 
That Amurat diſdains this ancient City, 
And will remove his Preſence and his 
Far from Byſzutizm. Now, Roxana, now, 
— he People, longing E * 
to e's ing Eyes a Prince, 
Whoſe Godlike Form intitles him to Empire. 
Rox. "Tis well! I will — what | have promis'd. 
Brave Acomat, aflemble 1 Friends; 
And let me know their final Reſolutions. 
PH ſce the Prince once more. I know not yet, 
| But he diſdains that Empire which I offer: 
For his cold Heart ſeems not to court my Bounty. 
Go, and return with Specd. 


SCENE Il. 
Roxana, Atalida, Zatima, Zara, 


Rox. Atalida !. 
This Moment ſhall decide my Diſtiny. 
My Ns has long been rack'd with doubtful Hope. 
Prince this ſhall declare his Love ; 
To me declare. 


ta. Roxana can you doubt it? 
Haſte and atchieve your glorious Work; oh raiſe 
The Godlike Youth to Liberty and Empire, 
Now while the Day yet lives, to Morrow's Sun 
His Liberty, his Life, may not be yours, 
If haughty Amurat returns victorious, 
not is Heart; pee e 
1 roundleſs Fears anſwer for him, Atalida, 
| xs. You wer 
TERER thou his mo oo ? 
our generous Care, 
hes pan hone hun 2 
is Danger 5 a 
To fix his — Hener. Oh can you think, 
Your bounteous Love will ever dye within him? 
Rs, Wou'd Heaven, for my Repoſe, I cou'd not 
. 
Has Love once touch his Heart ? How ofe, my Friend, 
Have I receiv'd from thee his tender Vows ? 
But when, r 'd, I faw the Prince 
2 | 


In 
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In ſecret 3 ſay, my dear Atalid ; | 
Did be net ſ:em ail frozen ? Cold Eſteem | 
And diſtant Homage were the only Pledges 
Ot promis'd Love. — Where was that youthful Ardor, 
With which you flatter'd my believing Heart? \ 
] cell thee, e're I give him Lite and Empire, 
I ſhall require more ample Proofs of Love. 
Ate. What more can you require? 
Rox a. He ſhall eſpouſe me. 
This very Day Il be his Queen, his Miſe. 
Ata. 1 ng Good Heay'n, how deſperate is 
F your & 2 | 
Roxa. | know your Empire's Laws are ſtrong againſt me. 
Proudly they ſp=ak, lhe of Ottoman 
Shall ne'er be ſubject to the Bonds of Wedlock. 
'Tho' midit that Blaze of Beauty that attends him, 
Our Sultan ſometimes ſtoops to chuſe a Fav'rite ; 
Yet {till no Royal Honours grace her Bed : 
The Slave r:ceives a Maſter in her Arms. 
And when her Youth hath ſtrengthen d with an Heir 
The Throne of Mabomet, this empty Name 0 
Of Sultaneſs is added. P 
Atal. Amurat 
Diſdain'd that you ſhoo'd owe to ought but Love, 
Your Titles. He has cloath'd them too with Power, 
And made you Miſtreſs of his Brother's Life. | 
Roxa. Let Amurat, bound down by Forms of Law, ( 
Durſt not crown all his Benefits with Marriage 
The only Bleſſing my Ambition courted. 
This I expe from Bajazet ; for him 
My Heart, =y Friends, my Soldiers, People, Mutes, 
The Vizier, all are Traitors' - 4 * 

At. Can you think 
To fave diſtreſeful Virtue is a Crime? 

Roxa, Will he refuſe to break this odious Law? 
Will he not join his Hand with mine in Wedlock ? 
Shou'd he once pauſe or trifle with my Paſſion, 
That Moment, without thinking how I love, 

Tho Death, Deſpair attend me, I'll ſhake off 
'Uh:ſe fond Defir-s ; and plunge him headlong down 
the deep Abyſs, that Dungeon of Diſtreſs, 
From w my Love has rais'd him. Go, Atalida, 
Tell him, his Fate ds on his Compli 
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Roxa. Ne, no, your Tongue 
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what he ne er means. I'll ſee the Prince; 
Tell him that Interview, that Point of Time, 
Shall make us bleſs'd or wretched both for ever. 


SCENE I 
Atalida and Zara. 


Ata. Zara, "Tis done, Kralids is loſt. 
Zara. Let think 
2 Alas, m Ruin lies before me : | 
now my only is m 
Zara. —— of 4 
Ata. Didſt thou not hear Roxana ? 
How hard e 
She ſays the Prince ſhall periſh or ef 
If he tebonies 29 wed her, ( ( Killi 5 
How can I bear his Loſs? Shou d 
Alas, he, Death ? 
muſt * 


He — 
To feed Rexand's Gee Paſo — —＋ 


Deſpair. 


Zara. My Princeſs, you 
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Me, ſhe confided in; and plac'd me near him, 
To breathe her Sighs, and warm his languid Heart. 
Alas! my Fear to looſe him will deſtroy him! 
My laviſh Tongue has prais'd him to our Ruin. 

Zara. Let Bajazet, poilcls'd of Life and Empire, 
May find a Time— 

At. I muſt avow my Weakneſs : 
A Taouſand Jealoufies diſturb my Reſt : 
My Rival courts ham with a Train of Honours ; 
ſes Empire to my feoble Charms; 
tempt his Youth with all the Pomp of Glory. 
My only Bribes are Sighs, and filent Tears, 
Yet, Zara, twill be nobler to controul 
Theſe Sighs and Tears, and join to crown my Hero. 
lt ſhall be fo ; I'll counterfeit no more 3 
Tl plead his Cauſe in Earneſt. But Roxana 
Will ſoon be undeceiv'd : That gallant Prince 
Knows not to feign Her diſappointed Heart 
Will ravage all, and turn to Ha Murther : 
Ah ! whither will this wild Diſorder drive me? 
He muſt not die Can ſt thou deſerve, fond Maid, 
That he ſhou'd periſh for thee 

ears, t 2 your 

Roxana s Raton wi —2 
Will ſettle all Doubts. Look upto Heav'n: 
The Virtues of your Prince will ſtill protect him. 


Ata. 05 <vbo d righteons Fuſtice prove 
Or Cotes of Relat Er 
Merit thy Wrath, yet ſoften the Decree; 
Save bim, and aim the vengeful Bolt at me. 


The End of the Frſt ACT. 
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„ & © 
Bajazet, Roxana. 


. JJ) RIN CE! the determin'd Hour at length is 


come, 
Reſerv d by Heav'n and me to give you Freedom. 
| Nothi — 7. — me; now 2 


III perfect the Defign my Love has torm'd. 
I give into your Hands a mighty Empire: 
But what I give, your Virtue muſt maintain. 
Dangers will threaten 3 but the Hero's Soul 
| Shines forth with double Luſtre when oppor'd. 


ſeen the Army —— they are yours : 


The pious grave Expounders of our La 
Have made your Cauſe, Religion; — Acomat 


| Ofmyn has 


That Crowd of 


What 1 


— 


this City: 1 — ithful Creature. 
utes 


Depend upon my Nod 
Bra vely ſe your Brother's murthering Hand, 
\ And wear his Crown. The Sons of Mabon.et 


Slaves and who guard this 


All Things Are ready : 


chain'd bo the Vittor's Car, 


: to adorn his Tri 
Since then, the jealous of their 
Rar-ly ſubmitted to the Nuptial Rites. 


But Love's a God-like Paſſion, that diſdains 
Cold Policy, and the dull Forms of State. 
Great So/y71:1, your glori 


F rom Who ci 
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. Receiv'd its Laws,——ev'n he, this Solyman 
Confeſs'd the Pow'r of Roxilana's Eyes. | 
 Fir'd with her Charms, „ — Piince | 
Rais'd Vw fair 2 Bed 2 
j. Lis true; you on me, 
Thick whit I am, and what was = _ 
He Glorious, Great, in the full Tide of Pow'r ; 
Z&2ypt, ſubdu d, acknowl: dg'd him her Lord; 
the tout Barrier to our growing Empire, 
to his Sword; from Perſe to the Danube, 
d Nations trembled at his Name. 


— 


F 


uw 


FL 


5 


5 


wſtify'd the Deed, 
And 4 4 Let a while 


Let us attend Firſt give me Pow'r and Freedom, 

And leave my Gratitude to pay the Debt. 

you, Sir; —_— — 
t. 


But have you too foreſeen the certain Ruin 
That waits your Diſobedience to my Will. 
Err 
, that is 3 
That I am fov'raign Miſtreſs Fate; 
That you muſt ceaſe to Live, Ito Lo 
Raj. I hold my Life from you 3 and I believe 
You think it for your 3 
When you base fing d 
2 
Homage, 


r Ser ese re 
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Rexe. Enough, "tis done — You ſhall be fatiefy'd, | 


S CEN E H. 


diy Prince ? What do I bear? I ſtand confounded ! 
What have you done ? All, all our Hopes are ruin'd! 
} — Whom ſhall I accuſet _ 


Whar he 


His Slave, ti — F in his E 
8 : 2 I 
No baſe Neceffity impos'd the Loaf; wm 
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a2 if bel „ 
All clog'd ; and we within, remain her Pris'ners. 
Try all thy Eloquence; exert thy Skill: 
Haſte: We have no Time to in idle Words. 


SCENE V. 
— 


e 
They 5 hence ; preſerve Life. | 
1a No Bon: ——— Y our Love, your Fondneſs | 


— | 
hat ſay'ft thou? Leave thee ! 
is my Rt—1 ha have conſyhed here 3 | 
— Amy Tho' ten thouſand Pa 
Ten thouſand j-alous Torments rend my 
My Heart reſolves it : Once I thought with Horror, 
That I could bear your Death, but not 2 Rival : 
Your Death (forgive the Weakneſs of my Love) 
Did not then ſeem the greateſt Evil to me. . 
But now tis preſent to my View 3; — my 


Sinks under it; — and I can bear my Lord. 


Never 
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between you. 


oY certain 


— Romanzber that wy Litsis yours 


Lovers 5 
muſt no more 
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The SuLTANESS. 
The End of the Second ACT. 


+ Jt muſt be done ! —— and tho' my Soul regoils 
; 1 yet ſtill it muſt be done. 


While Bajazet's bard Sentence nee, 
I wreck my Vertues, to preſerve my Love, 


i 
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No, no, I know what tis I ought to do; 
jealous Sentiments crow'd on my 


What then have I to do with Grief or Joy ? 
And yer, alas! may T not juſtly think, 


And wiſh my Faith 
> hall it, 
I 

He hall pronoun ed Grief 

It will betray you both: Behold 4talids ! 

The Vizier comes; let him inform your 

SCENE IL 

Atalids, Zara. Acomat. 


Succzeds this Storm, and all our Fears are vaniſh'd : 
Sulta q ſarm'd of all her Rage, 
Pros _ the wond'ring Populace 


bear; while I 
uſſulmen why this 


Au Once more the Lovers are agreed: A Calm 
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ſhall have Time to count your Merits. 

then, you {a Lovers are tranſported ? 

know what Pleaſures fill the raviſh'd Minds 
charm'd with each others Beauty. 

Yes! —— but I was at firſt iz'd to hear 

5 this ſudden Turn. 


t1 renr'd, 
d to fave my ſelf and ww Friends ; 
ve recal'd me, 


that ſhow'd her raviſh'd Heart, 
the Pledge of future Faith, 


The SULTANESS. 


SCENE I 


| = 
Fr” "I" 8 


When I prevail d on him to ſee Roxane, 
I did not give upall m in him. 
eg ey 

ich warm'd our mutua s; this Int | 
Wou'd give him Joy and Tranſport !—No, my Zara, 


M jealous Heart wrongs him and tortures me. 
Yee why was bas our from * a 

hr des e aud plead 

Perſon ? — No, he dares not ſe me, 


He cannot bear his Heart's tco juſt Reproaches, 4 


ULTANESS. 


therefore 'tis he ſhuns my hated Preſence. 
we And yet *tis fit it Thou d be thus——My 4. 


Df Gras, of Baca, th nd Love 


oy 


SC EN E xv. 
Bajazet, Atalida, Zara. 


might ho molt happy if wr 
1 which now with op Jop 


— — x— 1 
But I am now no Slave, my Bonds are off. 
Thus Maſter of 2 and my Sword; 


No more my Silence, nor thy trem Tongue, 
Shall —— with a guilty Woman's Paſſion: 
Embartled, arm'd, PII meet this T , 
There in the tented Field, in noble 


Let us contend for this Imperial Prize. 
Hah ! what do I ſee? —— Why dot thou weep? 
= 4 Succeſs ? 
» murmur not at 
— deen N ©. Wonder 


Knows with what Prayers and Tears I ask d Life, 

And while I breathe, your Eyes muſt for me, 

e 

r. I ſacrifice my Life 1 
Indeed if thoſe good A 

1 Der virtuous Love had Toke pg Vows, 
Theſs Eyes wout bop d for a more happy Death ; 


51 


lon, 


You . mor her He — 
thou vainly thus diſturb 
Why dot thou ir er Love = and Marring 
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Acertain Proof of Love: She 
In Paſſion on me——while in Tears of 


— 12 


Joy 


ope 
I bluſh'd to ſee her credulous Heart deceive her ; 
A Flame fo tender, ſo unmeritted, 
Gave me Confuſion ; —which the blinded Queen 
Believ'd to riſe from an Exceſs of Paſſion. 
My Silence was perfid: 
| tis my Crime, 


Forgive my Mind, | 
If ſhe believ'd you hers, might I not tremble ? 
Mill'ons of Fears fill each important Moment, 
And croud my buiſy Brain when thou art abſent, 
Ev'n now my Love I fear ! 
Bj. Tis moſt unjuſt, 
Thus when _ ys with 
Retires tothy lov'd for Relief, 
To beat it back again: Unkind Atalida ! 
D 
injur d Faith ? —— 
Eo 
paint me to thy Fancy 3 
It is not to be born! here let us fix, 
Let us remove theſe Colours; they delude 
And torture ge 9 —.— 


ughty — 


its own Upbraidings, 
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Roxana, The Time is come, 
The happy Moment is at laſt arriv'd, 
Now Lo beneath our holy 's Banner, 
The e Seraglio calls you to the Throne ; 
The numerous Slaves who fill this awful Palace, 
Aſſembled by my Orders, wait my Will: 
Accept theſe Subjects which my Love preſents, 


The firſt in duteous Homage to my Lord. 
Ah, coud'ſt thou think, 1 nne 
Cou'd ever have ſucceeded ſo much Rage ? J 


Did I not vow this Day ſhou'd be his laſt, 
That I wou'd never hear, or fee hi 


im more ? 
The Vow that love occafion'd, Love has broke 
I aw his Mind diſorder d and confus d, 


I 'd all, the Nuptials are ri 
I him Noble, —— bis Word 


Baj. Yes, I have promis d, I have given my Fai 

Never to live unmindful of the Debt * 
The mighty Debt my Gratitude muſt pay 5 
Tre ſworn in ever-living Truth and Duty, 

To thank you with my Services, and Life ; 
And if this Price can pay or purchaſe ought, 
Tm free; if not, I muſt remain your Slave. 


SCENE Vl 
' _ Roxana. Atalids. 


Rox. Amazement ! Heav'n ! what is it ſtrikes my Soul? 
Illuding Viſion ! Do theſe Eyes deceive me? 
Were not his Looks o'ercaſt with Diſcontent, 
Tis Words all frozen, and his Accent cold? 
Alas ! I thought his Love fincere and fix'd, 
What does he then repent my Rage appeas d? 
How long! how long ! will thy faſh Love delude thee ? 
Hah ! you were talking with him ; tell me, Madam, 
How were his Thoughts employ'd ? 

Ata. 
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— % 12 ſee he throws away his Life, 
Roxa. me! Lou is Li 
Rather than counterfeit 2 Moment's Paſſion. 
But ſay whereture when Joy ſhou d be the Sub) 

Why when all Eyes and Hearts were fill'd with Tranſ- 
[lhe occice 60 VER BAD 2g Bis Fortune ? (port ? 
Perhaps you can explain the mournful Cauſe, 
That thus (Oh righteous Me) ny my Hopes. 
Ata. I did not mark this ncholly Air, 
It has not croſs'd my unobſerving Eyes. 
He weary'd me with talking o'er your Bounties ; 
Now while you enter'd, ev'nnow his Heart, 
His grateful Heart, was full of Love and you. 
Shou'd he ſeem otherwiſe, no Wonder, Madam, 
This folemn Hour, big with his future Weal, 
This ſacred Crifis of his Fate and Fortune, 
May ask for Solitude and ſerious thinking; 
A paſſing Care may overcaſt his Mind, | 
And for a Moment cloud his chearful Brow. 
Roxa: Madam, you plead his Cauſe with great Addreſs, 
Ata. What other Rea ſons ca 
Roxa. ! enough ! 
I know your better than you think; 
Leave me! —— I too have need of Solitude; 
I have my Cares and Fears, like 
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Roxana alone. | 


Which ſhall I interpret what I fee ? 
1 betray'd ; they both have held 
A guilty, loving, curs d Intelligence : 
Way did rh= Blood forſake her guilty Cheeks ? 
Who ſhou'd ſhe ſtart and tremble ? y ſhould he 
B-hold m2 with Aſtoniſhment and Horror? | 
To what unworthy Shame am I condemn'd ! 
Is this then the Reward of all my Love? 
Have all my waking Cares and ſleepleſs Ni 
My Plots, my dark Intri my Breach 
My violated Vows and hated Treaſons, 
Serr'd only to promote 2 Rival's Intereſt ; 
Let I may wrong my ſelf, and him, and her, 
And this may be the IIluſion of my Fears; 


Faith, 


Wou' d 
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Fon now L Power does my whole Soul, employ, 
And my torn Heart <will know no other Foy, 
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N Bg . provid my Powe, 


N 1 1. * — 

— 
Orcaz confirms my Will : 3 
Your Li when next you ſhall . ar before me, 
Produce that Traitor's Head, ve your own. 
Roxa. You hear his Will : 


of this? 


Ne nes Be Bn Crime 

Profun : inconſcious of all Guilt but Love? 
rr adore him; 

Ia one Soul ; 
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dam, 

1 wou'd peeſerns the Pins CD bi, 

A. But what have you reſolv'd ? 

Roxa, To obey. 

4. Toobey ! 

Roxa. Lou ſee what Dangers urge me on, 

He mufl 

D int wet hob you? 
rince you love t! m 

Your Hours and his were deftin'd — * rag 

The joyous Moments had begun their Race; 

Let em not periſh by your Hand, Roxana. 

my 1 e! he ful Orders are obey'd : 
ta. Fainting. * 

— She faints ! aſſiſt 
Roxa. Aſſiſt, and lead her 

As ſhe reco 

Give me 


my Apartment 
ner wenn 1 hed ; 

more Proof of her perſidious Paſſion. 
SCENE IL | 

Roxana above. 


Rival has reveal'd her Guilt ; 
3 — all my Hopes 3 


At length 
Upon her F 
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4. Hold, bold my ſwelling Heart. L 
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What! ſhall Iwait till ſhe 


, yet i 

Points thro), and tells her Bajazet is 3 
His Liſe, his Liſe alone is all her Care, 
But let him live or die, ſtill I am loft. 
2ins her Perfidy 
With her own Mouth? "Tis Time to act, Roxana, 
The Sultan comes 2 fierce Orcas threatens 5 
NAM 
—— No, I have t5 ll again 
Behold her ; Pll appoint ir Meeting, 

ize *em in their ſoft 


Sho join un bal, with the ſame pointed Dagger 
Unite em ever; drive into my Heart, 
Into this Heart, the reeking bloody Steel, 

And ftab the perjur d Traitor's Image here. 


SCENE IV. 
Roxana, Zatima. 
Rue, Heb! Zotns, what being® than t Dove ho love 


him 
What ſays her Heart? Her Tongue? How does ſhe look? 
How talk? Oh ! tell me, and relieve my Fang. 
Zat. She ſpeaks no more, all Signsof Life are vaniſh'd, 
ing now and then a heavy Si 
As if her Heart would burſt her ing Boſom : 
Your Women, to Care ſhe was deliver'd, 
I join'd my pious Aid, and found inclos d. 
5 neue har Hoort, this Paper; tis the Writing 
k. 2 
2 ſnatching eagerly the Letter.) Hah ! give it me, 
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Oh worthy Prize! for her we both ha ve labour d. 
d, betray d. 
Acom. Hah, 


Rona. Read that Paper 
Were ever Wrongs | Have we not both 
Embrac'd a pois'nous Aſpicin our Boſoms ? 
L-tusnot ſtill d:fend this Traitor's Life; 

No, let us rather patiently ſubmit 
To what the Comquzror's Jager ſhall impoſe 3 
r Ba Cp 


to how durſt he thus 
2 toms = #4 


otect him: 

Baſe and perfidious ! Throw your 8 
— — V 

Roxa. No, — Nester 
Invidious Fortune ſhan't defraud me too 
pd No, let me think a little : — 
I will orrors beyond Accuunt, 
To wit in O 42 — 
Diſmiſs your Friends, and lea ve to me alone 
ln 


K 


VI. 
[Acomat to Oſim . E 


Oſin. How ! whither does your ĩajur d Love tranſport { 


Your eee 'tis weak, 
Unmanly to behold your Miſtreſs die. | 
eam. What doſt thou fay? Can'ft thou believe, dear 
That this ridiculous Paſſion ſtirs my Blood (Oſayn, 

Wou d to juſt Hen vn Roxana's injur d Honour 


Cou'd pardon | as | Atalida. 
Ofen. "Why, Vizier, wou'd you {till defend the Prince ? 


Acom. Wi him tis not in her Power to ſa ve us; 
Doſt thou not ſee us leagu'd and bound in one? 
"Tis fated, we muſt live ;ve or Go ragecker. 
Oh curs'd Event of Councils well advis'd ! 
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Then ſa ve ] 

Our fatal ils; Let your i 

Be conſtant, and you'll find the Sultan's Wrath 

Will with his Death be ſoſten d and appeas d. 

Acom. 'The E . ht reaſon thus: 
am grown white in Arms, benea Sultans, 

I know this Throne holds never erring Maxims : 

Tie ſeen my fellow Servants bleed for Virtue ; 


Tue ſeen em fall es of great — 
And jealous Power; — plead ng of Folly 
To Rag the Lith=— — ponpates Death. 
Between an Maſter and his Slave. 

Ofm. Then fly! 

Acom. Hah ! I will fly, dear Ofnys ; 


But firſt, I'll put in act an Enterprize 
Shall mark che Time, that our Son Sons may fay 
2 
e tke an e your t 3 
Yes, Bajazet ſhall live ; — Why do we gaze | 
And ſtand aftoniſh'd ? Let us urge our Fate, 
Provoke our Fortune: Bajazet ſhall live, 
For us and for his Friends, and for Roxana ; 
Spite of himſelf, we'll fave him from this uin. 
Thou ſawꝰſt how readily her trembling Heart 
 Reclaim'd him, when I offer'd to revenge ber; 
Ot Love I little know, yet I dare anſwer, 

She cou'd forgive the Man that ſhou'd preſerve him. 
Ofm. What can infpire this nobl Reſolve ? 
Roxana's Word will drive us hence for ever. 

This Palace ſwarms. 
Acom. With Slaves and beardleſs Eunuchs, - 
Bred in enervate Luxury and Sloth, 
Nurse d in the fl=-py Shade of this 
My Brother, Fellow-Soldicr, Friend, hard Fortune 
Has ain d us both by the fame ri 5 
Wart thou yet ſecond me, and draw thy Sword 
Once more, benes th my inauſpicious Conduct. k 
Ofm. You wrong me, Vizier lf you die, -I periſh. 
Acom. A brave and choſen Body of my Friends, e 
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wy SCENE Iv. 
Roxana, Bajaz et. . 

Roxa. I ſhall not tire you, Prince, with vain Reproaches; 
The Moments are too to b loſt. 
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TR ſuch Offers? —— You belier'd 4 


y. 


How oft ha ve you reproach d my guilty Silence? 
The more I ſaw my promis d Hopes advance, 
The more I pity d you, and blam'd my felt. | 
Yet Heav'n, that ſearches all my Thoughts, does know 
IIA I 
This mi Debt. No, m, if Succeſs 
Had the Means, 
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